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The stamp placed over end seals 
the package, which keeps out air, 
thereby preserving the quality of 
the blended tobaccos. By inserting 
the fingers as illustrated, the stamp 
easily breaks without tearing the tin 
foil, which folds back into its place 


And when you get that combined flavor of choice 
Turkish and choice Domestic tobaccos you’ll realize 
you like Camels better than either kind of tobacco 
smoked straight! You never put a more delightful 
cigarette between your lips. They are to be com- 
pared point for point with any cigarette at any price. 
You do not look for or expect ».emiums or coupons! 


You certainly deserve the satisfaction of knowing the 
unusual enjoyment that Camel cigarettes offer any 
man who will invest 10c to find out what’s back of 
this expression of confidence! 
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R. J. REYNOLDS TOBACCO COMPANY 
Winston-Salem, N. C. 
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Camels are sold everywhere in scientificall: 
sealed packages, 20 for 10c; or ten packages 
200 cigarettes: in a glassine-paper-covered 
carton for $1.00 We strongly recommend 
this carton for the home or office supply or 
when you travel! 


CAMEL cigarettes 


are new to your taste! 





Camels are not only mew to your taste—mew in 
mellow-mildness, mew in desirable ‘‘body,” mew in 
absence of bite, throat-parch or any unpleasant cigar- 
etty after-taste, but mew in their refreshing satisfac- 
tion that permits you to smoke them liberally with- 
out a kick-back! Camels wi// nof tire the fussiest 
cigarette appetite! 


The expert blend of choice Turkish and Domestic 
tobaccos in Camels will give you a new understand- 
ing of cigarette enjoyment! 
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Aunt Lucy 








Gcod mo’nin’, 








Pahson Pewter! 





Mout Ah ask what kind er music yo’ all gwine ter hab inter 
de new church ? The parson—Organic 
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Some Questions 
I F, in a world of three inhabitants, two of 
them wore the same modes, would their 
styles be fashionable, or would the third, 
being more exclusive, be 
more fashionable than 
the other two? 

If it were decided that 
the two who dressed ex- 
actly alike were less fash- 
ionable than the exclusive 
third, how long would 
this third hold the lead in 
this hypothetical world if 
additional inhabitants 
should come and dress 
like the first and second? 
If one, two, a hundred, a 
million people joined the 
first and second, at what 
exact number would the fashion- 
able third cease to be fashionable 
and become freakish? 

On the other hand, suppose 
that in this world of three the two 
who wore like styles were consid- 
ered the more fashionable, and sup- 
pose the third should die of cha- 
grin, would fashion die with him? 

In case one of those two who 
were alike in style should die. 
where then would fashion be? If | 
there were but two people extant “| 
in this world and their modes were 
entirely different, would good taste 
in one decide the question of fash- 
ionableness, and, if so, which way 
would it decide the question? 

Do these questions seem foolish, 
and, if so, why should any one de- 
vote any thought whatsoever to fashions? 








The people who never failed are those 
who never tried. 
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Fundamentals 
F YOUR outlook on life is wholesome and 
you have nothing worth while to think 
upon, it is permissible to let your mind drift 
to the subject of fundamentals. Fundamen- 
tals are all right as long as you don’t take 
them seriously. But if you begin to believe 
what you say about basic principles and 
elementary laws you are likely to become an 
uplifter or a black hand artist. The trouble 
is that when you get to brooding over such 
massive matters and the eternal consequences 
that attend them, you invariably come 
to the conclusion that humanity is dally- 
ing in the primrose path. And then, nine 
times out of ten, you decide to reform 
something. 
The golden rule of reforming is: Do unto 
yourself as you would like to do unto others. 
But nobody pays any attention to it. It is 
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“This dance music is too fast for me!” 


just as popular in theory and as unpopular 
in practice as other fundamental laws of 
conduct are. Uplift, like charity, should 
begin close up. 






A L Ss 


Needless Alarm 

HE fashion alarmists are becoming pain- 
fully insistent about the second coming 
of the hoop skirt. But their best stories fail 
somehow to frighten us. Although we might 
be justified in expecting almost anything in 
skirts, we emphatically refuse to groan at 
such a remote possibility as the resurrection 

of the pompous hoop skirt. 

That portion of humanity addicted to the 
use of skirts has grown accustomed to a good 
deal of freedom of one kind and another 
since the staid old days when ambitious 
circumferences were in vogue. Much has 
been done of late to expedite and publicise 
the locomotion of the pursuing animal. 
Woman has grown jealous of her liberties, 
and she will never go back to practices that 
will in any way restrict her freedom. 

This is an age of light and truth. The 

hoop skirt has no chance at all. 


Extra-Judicial Comment 
ILLIAM WALDORF AS- 
TOR’S new British barony 
“seals his renunciation of Ameri- 
ca.” Heredity again—John Jacob 
was something of a sealer 
* 

Since the Wilson “swing around 
the circle,’ the gravest fears are 
entertained as to this year’s vote 
for Andrew Jackson 

* 

Carranza’s decree of a morato- 
rium suggests that Mexico may 
= conceivably prefer more morato 

rium and less morituri 
* 

Ex-Senator Burton urges the 
people to understand their public servants 
better. 

Oh, pshaw, Senator! Isn’t it time we 
cut out the muck-raking? 
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Colonel Shutar—tThis is the sergeants’ mess. Lucille—Oh, colonel, how can you call it that? I think it looks quite tidy. 


M®* CORIOLANUS RINKLE en- THE RETURNING MONEY Mr. Rinkle, starting back in pained sur- 


tered the trolley car briskly, prise, and then cuddling up to his new- 
glanced at the conductor out of the corner of — my dear sir,” he cried, “I know just how it found friend again. “‘the only reason that 
his eye, and noted that he was engrossed in is! As our interests grow lar- ‘ 
an attempt to compete ger, our memory for petty de- 
verbally with the driver tails grows weaker. Big things 
of a coal-team, the rear occupy our minds. Ah! Here 


wheel of which had al-_ it is! Listen to this, my dear 


most been removed by . sir!” Thereupon Mr. Rin- 
the trolley car. Mr. Rin- kle lowered his voice mys- 
kleimmediatelydropped _teriously and read from a 
unobtrusivelyintoaseat frayed newspaper clipping: 
by the side of a plump, ‘‘ More than a year ago Viola 
= white-whiskered gentle- | Smith autographed a dollar bill PY Gt 

™ ve . . . . . . b “ 4 y 
— ioar77 "*" who was clutching in Los Angeles and spent it. ‘ 


a twenty-five cent piece Since then the bill has come 








between his neatly-gloved fingers. back to her many times from 
“How do you do,” remarked Mr. Rin- _ various parts of the country.’ 
kle with an ingratiating smile, as he gazed “Do you see?” queried Mr. 


masterfully at the black pearl pin in the  Rinkle eagerly, shooting a hasty 
old gentleman’s ascot tie, and fumbled in — glance at the conductor and fin- 
his vest pocket with a prehensile forefinger, gering the buttons on the coat 
‘How do you do! I just ran across some- sleeve of the white-whiskered 
thing in the papers that should be of great gentleman. ‘Do you see the 
interest to you. Now, where did I put tremendous possibilities in 





that > this?”’ 
“Really,” interrupted the white-whis- **No-whoa!”” murmured the PREPAREDNESS 
kered gentleman coldly, “I cannot recall white-whiskered gentleman in Mistress (to new cook) —What are all those tools for ? 


New cook—This is me scraper fer scrapin’ off the toast I usually 
. a + cong eas burn in the mornings. This is me cement fer mendin’ all the 

Mr. Rinkle waved a somewhat soiled No-0-0-oh-woe! dishes I crack, an’ this is to clean out the gas-stove burners after 
hand at him amicably. ‘Don’t mention it, “My dear sir!” exclaimed oll thn cheese tell Gute. 


having the pleasure of your acquaintance.”” a dazed and goat-like voice. 








you, with your perspicacity and ability, do not see the possibilities 
inthis is because you have not had sufficient time to study the 
Allow me to elucidate, sir.” 

Casting another surreptitious look at the con- 
ductor, who was still growling at the memory of 
his verbal passage with the coal-man, Mr. Rin- 
kle lifted his right hand and pointed his finger 
directly at the ruddy nose of his white-whiskered 


matter. 


4H 


companion. 
“This girl, Viola Smith ,” Mr. 
impressively, “is possessed of a marvelous power. 
By merely autographing a bill, she can cause it 
return to her 
again and again. It says so right here 
in the paper. Suppose that we loaned 
her some money, and got her to auto- 
graph it for us. Do you see now?” 
“Nuh!” replied the white-whiskered 
gentleman, whose jaw had begun to sag 
weakly against his black pearl stickpin. 
Mr. Rinkle dropped his fist sharply 
on the old gentleman’s gloved hand. 
The twenty-five cent piece which he was 
holding fell to the floor with a musical 
tinkle. Mr. Rinkle instantly picked it 
up and tapped it impressively against 
the old gentleman’s knee. “Don’t you 
see,”’ said he, “that if we should pay 
this Viola Smith enough money to come 
on here and work for us, we could get 
her to autograph a thousand ten dollar 
bills for us. We could go out and spend 
them, and in a short time they would 
come back to Viola Smith. Then she 
would turn them over to us, and we 
could go out and spend them again. 
When they came back to Viola, she 
would give them to us once more, and 


” 


said 


€ 


as to 





we could —— 

“Fares, please!’’ remarked the con- 
ductor, who had entirely recovered 
from his altercation with the coalman. 

Mr. Rinkle handed him the quarter 
which he had picked up, and then turned 
sharply to its original owner. “Do you 
want tocomein on this with me?” he 
asked briskly. ‘‘ You furnish the bills, 
and I'll get Viola.” 
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Rinkle 





“Wha-wha-wha-wha,” expostulated the old gentleman with a 


muddled look. 

“Well, here’s my stop. You'll be sorry some day,” said Mr 
Rinkle in a pitying tone. He thereupon took the twenty cents which 
the conductor was holding out to him, hurried to the rear platform 
of the car, and disappeared. 

“Fares, please!” said the conductor to the white-whiskered 
gentleman. 

The old gentleman spluttered wildly. ‘‘ He-he-he-he-quarter- 
quarter,” he stammered, pointing toward the rear platform. 

“Come on! Come on!’ growled the conductor. ‘“Whadda yuh 
think this is? A kindergarten? Dig up a nickel, will yuh?” 

And with a heavy sigh, the whit 
whiskered old gentleman dug. 


K. L. Roberts 


Ain’t It Queer? 

AY, on the level, ain’t it queer 

The way a feller’s luck will run? 
I never met a girl in spring 
Whose praise all summer I would sing, 
W hose lov« I held exceeding dear 
rhrough all the year; 

I never loved a single one 

Who didn’t mean, “I flirt for fun 


Yet lamp this fact: When Christmas cold 
Brings thoughts of gifts to chief or chur, 

Rcligiously I have to reck 

rhe writing out of some sized cheque 

Or scattering of green or gold 

Where gauds are sold 
For then Madge. Prue, Grace, Chloe, Pear? 

Inquire ‘Ain't I your little girl?” 


Oh, to the ways of womankind 

Will some one some day make me wise? 
Why should a maiden turn me down 
With saucy scow! or fussy frown 
Til Christmas comes? Why then not mind 
My rapture kind? 

There’s greater mystery than lies 

Beneath the surface of her eyes! 


Jesse G. Clare 


A Deduction 
The continued devotion of 
gress to Pork, and its indifference to 


Preparedness, would seem to indicate 
that the Pig Pen too is mightier than 


Con- 


the sword. 
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‘ HEAVEN FORBID! 
The Girl—They're so nice. You just slip then on under your Him—Who? Me!! 
The Movie course we know that we really see not with A Touching Appeal 
ALK ABOUT the simple life! That’s our eyes, but with our brain, but that is J. Si St, . ¥.F 
what it is. We eat and sleep and go quite another story. S. O=.3., 9, RSV. 2, PBs 

to the movies. Sometimes we do a little We are captured by the specta 

work, but not too cle of swift activity, and we are ii? 

much. Itismuch almost intoxicated before we know | 

easier to watch it~ it. This is, however, nothing more — 

in the pictures, than normal interest, and it persists mz. r 

and it comes to. while time and leisure hold out. a . 

the same thing. When there is just about the right 

Somebodyiswork- admixture of drama, realism, catas- 

ing there, and _ trophe, and love’s young dream, 

hard, teo. who shall say that time and leisure 

The move of — count at all? 

the movie is right It takes no wide excursion of the 

stimulating. It is so full of inspiration imagination, nor of the calm judg- 


that we almost fool ourselves into believing ment to outline what are possibili- 
we were there. That race, that fight, that ties of the movie not yet achieved. 
game, that burglary—why, you have torub Some day there will be the proper 
your eyes to wake up; and who wants to lapse in motility now and_ then 


wake up? while the story is telling. This will 

At last the proper massage has been mark a refreshing improvement on 
found for human eyes, brains, and nerves. the swift and tumultuous speed of 
rhe treatment has come to stay,and we ex-_ the present. The rather monoto- 


pect to observe during the next decade arace nous technique of the movie is 
of progressives alive to the greatest possible bound to give way in future to a 
range of endeavor, from the most natural charm hitherto unsuspected. 

to the most extraordinary. It is to be re- Tod Chenevix. \ Ss 


marked that some of us are likely to forget ; co 
how the application of this treaiment is Force of Habit Ichabod_—Wh ‘ itil elinas 
through the optic nerve. The sense of sight Lady (calling up for matinée seats) — * ep ang a 

2 . , - “tis . : : Jacques——Worry, old chap, worry. 

is all that is necessary for the reception Please save three in the G row Ichabod—What on earth are you worrying about ? 


of that which the movie has to offer. Of left. And be sure they’re fresh! Jacques—Getting thin. 
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Not Such a Fool 
66 ERE’S a strange case,” said Mrs. 
Spotter to her husband. “A man 
they called the town fool up in New 
Hampshire died, and they weighed 
his brain It was heavier than the 





average.” 
“Ts that all it says about him?” 
“VYes—except that he was for many years 
entirely dependent on well-to-do relatives.” 
“Huh—he was no fool. If you 
have well-to-do relatives, why use 
your brains?”’ 


Go Out in the Garden, Maud! 
(;° OUT in the garden, Maud, 
Go out and get the air; 
Perchance the sun is shining, 
Perchance the sky is fair, 
Or else the raia is pouring, 
Or snowflakes dropping there! 


Go out in the garden, Maud, 
And look for tender shoots; 

Perchance the birds are trilling 
Like animated flutes 

But you'd better take your skates, 
Also your rubber boots. 


Go out in the garden, Maud, 
And wear your thinnest tulle, 

But take along your ear-laps 
And keep your mittens full; 

You'll need your fan and sunshade, 
And coat of thickest wool! 


Go out in the garden, Maud, 
And try your brand new skis; 
You'd better take your rubbers, 
And creepers, lest it freeze, 
Also take the garden hoe 

To plant the early peas 


Go out in the garden, Maud, 
And feel the cold blasts blow, 

And breathe the balmy breezes, 
And watch the tulips grow 

And see the hail and sunshine, 
And rain and mud and snow! 


L. A. 


Tips 

Everything comes to him who takes 

To sin is human; to be found out a crime. 

You consider a man “nouveau riche”’ if 
he made his money a year after you did. 

When a woman says of another: “She's 
young; she’s only fifty,’’ depend on it she’s 
forty-nine. 

Some people have feelings, and some have 
watery eycs. 

Uneasy lies the head that wears a “tou- 
pée.” 

Kisses, like clothes, are purely a matter 
of taste. 

Most of us are not at home when our con- 
science calls. 

Discontent is the growing-pain of ambi- 
tion. 

When in doubt, keep quiet! 

After-dinner speeches are what your 
guests say about you on the way home. 

The only big things about small natures 
are their mistakes. 

One touch of romance makes a fat girl 
thin. 

Platonic friendship is love on an enforced 
diet. 

The climber on the social ladder must ex- 
pect a few sharp splinters. 

We are unaware that some people have 
minds until they lose them. 

Procrastination is the mother of failure. 








Her brother 


His sister 


Embrace your opportunity and the world 
will ask your intentions. 

At a wedding congratulate the bride and 
wish the groom luck. 

Fair exchange is no business. 

“Know thyself!” And if we did, how many 
of us would acknowledge the introduction? 

Some people think being rude in a confi- 
dential manner is honesty. 

Money makes the mare go, but it helps 
—Violet M. LeRoy. 


keep the cook. 


Rondeaux of Gardens 
May 


When buds and grass begin to grow 
We set the stage for summer’s show 
The catalogues that came betimes 
Soon lured away our treasured dimes 
For seeds with which the ground to sow. 
We quickly let the neighbors know 
That other folk their horns can blow, 
No rival’s rose e’er higher climbs, 

Or so we say. 

August 

Alas! The blights are far from slow 
And bugs just keep us on the go 
All summer long. You mention limes, 
To get enough we're forced to crimes, 

Or so we say. —Kate B. Burton. 


Modern Version 
Thirteen men in their Sunday best, 
Yo ho! and a cup of tea! 


Does Bobbie seem to inherit any of his father’s artistic temperament ? 
Not so far; but | suppose I ought to touch wood. 
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WHERE INNOCENCE I!8S BLISS 
HE was one of those dear, innocent little maidens, with the 
cherubic face framed in golden curls so oft immortalized 
by poets and painters. 

Lovingly watched over by doting parents, for nine short 
years she had flowered in the seclusion of her home, spend- 
ing the peaceful days in company with her equally sweet-faced 
governess, or quietly playing with her dolls and toys. No other 
children ever shared this little maiden’s simple pleasures Mother 
and Father thought it better so, in case their baby’s opening mind 
should be rudely brought into contact with the wicked world out- 
side. Just occasionally in the holidays Cousin Phil came to spend a 
week or two, that was all, and Maisie was always glad at these 

times, for she loved Phil; they were tremendous pals. 

One lovely summer morning Maisie walked with her father in 
the garden. He was telling her about a great event that had 
happened in the night. The fairies had left her a little baby sister! 
Maisie’s eyes filled with a growing wonder as her father unfolded 
the glorious news. 

Father was saying how yesterday evening he had come into the 
garden and found the fairies playing there in the twilight. These 
wee folk had told him to look under the rose-bushes and take what- 
ever he found there. He looked, and there, underneath a lovely 
crimson rambler, he had found a dear little baby girl; so he gently 
lifted her up and took her in to Mummy, and they were going to keep 
her as a playmate for her—Maisie, and Phil. 

Maisie’s face was wreathed in delighted smiles as she looked 
up into her father’s face and said softly: ‘Daddy, may I write and 
tell Phil about this new baby sister?” 

“My darling, yes,”’ was the reply, “go, now, and tell him about 
the lovely present the fairies have given us.” 

That night Maisie’s father found on the table a letter addressed 
in her quaint crooked handwriting, to Phil, all ready for posting. 

“Dear little innocent,’ he murmured lovingly, “wonder now, 
what she has told him; shall I? Yes, I must open it and see.” 

He broke the seal and scanned the page. A baffled expression 
spread over his face, and the hand holding the sheet shook slightly 
as he read what the “ dear little innocent ” had written. 

“ Dear Phil: 

“You owe me a bob; it’s a girl. With much love, 
“From Maisie.” 


Blanketed 


She—You’d think he’d cut more ice! He’s a son of the 


Revolution, and 


Hk I know 


but he married a daughter of the resolution. 





Cause for Rejoicing 
é¢T TOW is everything out your way?” 

“Finer than frog-hair!”’ triumphantly replied Mr. Gap John- 
son, of Rumpus Ridge, Ark. “To be shore, it was so dry last 
summer that I didn’t ra#se anything worth telling about, and my 
wife chopped herself on the knee with a broad-axe a month or so 
ago and hain’t been much account since; and four or five of the 
children are down with the measles right now, and my Uncle Rasp 
died on us a while back of something or nuther, and Providence 
seen fit to burn the north end off’m the house a spell ago, and one 
of my horses choked to death last week, and such as that. But— 
law-suzz!—two of my hounds has got six pups apiece. Peartest 
little scamps you ever laid your eyes on!”—Tom P. Morgan. 
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BREAKING GROUND FOR A NEW HOME 
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| Sybil—lI wonder what these books are—recent fiction? Claude—Some of the newest prospectuses of speculative possibilities, | imagine. 
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SHALL WE SEND OUR COOKS TO COLLEGE? 

By President Swingsong, of Bangtown University 
ASKED a cook whom I met on the train the other day, whether 
she was a college graduate or not. In her answer is contained 
much to make us take thought. It lies 
at the basis of our philosophy. It car- 
ries a lesson for all of us in its appli- 
cation to some of our ultimate prob- 
lems. 

She said that ever since she was a 
young girl she had nourished a desire 
to go to college, but her parents had 
had no sympathy for her. Whenever 
she passed a college building she told 
me that she used to look up at it with 
a great yearning. But eventually the 
desire passed out of her heart and 
she became cold and unyielding. She 
never, she said, had advanced beyond 
a certain point. She rebelled at a gas 
range, never liked to stay in a place 
more than ten days and breaking dishes 
and kitchen utensils became a_ purely 
perfunctory process. 

If she had gone to college, think of how 
different her life would have been. Think 
of what acquaintanceships and _friend- 





ships she would have made, of what 
priceless associations would have been 
hers. Everywhere she went she wou"! 
have received the hearty greetings of old 
classmates. 

\h! young woman, do not be misled 
by the fatal desire to make a quick cu!i- 
nary success. Cotocollege! In the be- 
ginning it is true you may be able to 
command $25 a month anywhere, but if 
you go to college your whole after life 
will be broadened. In ten years more you 
will catch up, and at $40 per month you 
will be able, in addition to providing 
them with nourishment, to entertain and 
instruct almost any family. If you make 
any breaks it will only be in the kitchen. 


Fashion Notes 
RESH-AIR popularity has at last 
brought evening dress into the 
open, and it will soon dominate our 
streets all day. Bodices will omit their 
backs to the waistline. 
Skirts are cut in all directions toward 
the flare. 





All trains are worn on the front of gowns. The effect of this 
dernier cri is too wonderful to describe, particularly when combined 
with the ultra abbreviated models. 

The simple street suit is ornate and economical. 

Hats are still worn on some favorite part of the head. 

Styles from Spain, Russia, and Turkey are recognized. 

Fur and chiffon are the sole materials for lingerie. 

Necks show no desire to be covered, though the whole fur pelt 
is promised for hot-weather garniture. 

Some costumes are all coat; others all straw hat; still others all 
that is possible. 

Flowers are no longer worn on headgear, it being somewhat far- 
fetched. They are properly relegated to the decoration of boot 
tops. This fills in a suitable space. 

Stockings no longer come solid, but are tastefully buttoned the 
entire length. 

A note of extreme reserve and quiet simplicity distinguishes the 
modes. 





As a disturber of the repose of nations, the Rural Free De- 
livery isn’t in it with the man who was promised the post office. 


ss) 


/ / 


y ine 9 


SX 
~ CROSS ball 


Uy = 


Uf 1h = oma 
Lp ial 
y S 1 | wit 
h IN 
Ti 
1H 


Me 


YS 


“Bobbie, if you will run out and post this letter I'll give you a peany. 
“T'll do it this time, auntie, but I tell ye straight, ye re gettin’ a bargain. 








‘TRE beggar comes with mournful spiel. ‘I haven’t had a good 

square meal for seven weeks,” he sighs; “‘my stomach flaps 
against my spine, and all the ills of life are mine, I’m chief of hard 
luck guys. I have no bed in which to sleep, I have no rooftree that 
will keep my whiskers clear of ice; I hunger for a bale of hay, and 
I will bless you every day, if you'll dig up the price.” 

I need all money that I own;I need each hard-earned buck and 
bone, each scad and plunk and wheel, to buy the children cigarettes, 
to pay the druggists and the vets, to purchase buckwheat meal. 

Gee whiz, the way the money goes, for coal and parasols and hose, 
for gloves and oyster stews! No sooner do I get a scad than Daughter 
Susan murmurs, “ Dad, I need a pair of shoes!’’ And Julia nails me 
in the hall, and backs me up against ‘the wall, and says, in siren 
tones, ““The gloves I’m wearing are a fright—I must have new 
ones by tonight—so shell out seven bones!” 

The good wife meets me on the stair. She says, “I’m truly in 
despair, we need so many things! I blush to have the neighbors 
come and see our carpets on the bum—it makes me weep, by jings. 
Our rocking chairs are out of whack, the sofa’s split all up the back, 
the clock is nine hours slow; the kitchen chimney will not draw, the 
stove’s the worst I ever saw, the coal is running low. I’ve written 
out a list of things, from cabbages right down to kings, that we are 
needing Now; so take this list upon your way, and have the goods 
sent out to-day!’ thus speaks the haughty frau. 

Oh, beggar man, with tearwet lamps, I need my little pile of 
stamps, more than, methinks, you do; but here’s a quarter, which 
will buy a section of non-skidding pie, and maybe sinkers, too. The 
way things go, ere long I’ll be panhandl'ng, too, for pie and tea, 
upon the ancient plan; and as I help you on your way, may others. 
then, on that dread day, assist the beggar man! 


Harassing the Enemy 

6¢] SEE by the paper,” said Aunt Hetty Gesrong, “that the 

Germans is been bombardin’ the French with some new k:nd 
o’ mortar. Sounds to me like child’s play. Throwing mortar 
at anyone ain’t goin’ to hurt ’em none. But then, I 
it’s done just to bother the French. I’ve allus heard tell chat 
them French is such dressy fellers, an’ it prob’ly plagues ’em like 
sixty to have that thar sticky mortar gittin’ all over their clothes. 
Walter G. Doty. 


suppose 


[ presume so.” 


Defined 
“Pa,” said Little Willie, “‘what is the unit rule?” . 
“Why —er—why, my boy, it’s about the same thing as pre- 


vails in this family,”’ said Mr. Slithers. ‘“ You may have noticed 


that whatever your Mother says goes.” 





Big Town Sayings 
T WOULD do the average Big Town man a lot of good if he 
had to put in about twenty minutes walking over plowed fields 
to his noon-day meal, like the country dweller. 

A big proportion of seed catalogues is disposed of in town to 
people who never raise anything. 

I know lots of city men who brag of their prowess as camp 
cooks, but if their wives asked them to cook a thing at home they 
would plead utter ignorance. 

When the Big Town dweller goes into the country he is amazed 
at all the effort that is being expended in raising things to satisfy 
the demands of the human stomach. The enormous institution of 
agriculture, he realizes for the first time, is based on the good diges- 
tion of the world. Every time a doctor orders a patient to eat less, 
some farmer loses monev. 

Country dwellers are getting so sophisticated that about the 
only thing they will stop and stare at in town nowadays is a city 
dweller having his hands spruced up by a lady manicurist in a 
basement barber shop. 

The immigrant first hits a big town, and generally stays there 
For the good of the nation, immigrants should be landed in some 
peaceful farming community where the first thing to confront them 
would be the sign: ‘“‘ Hired men wanted.” 

The operation of buying and getting rid of tickets takes up a 
large part of the Big Town dweller’s life. There are theater tickets, 
baseball tickets, lecture tickets, dairy lunch tickets, milk tickets, ice 
tickets, pawn tickets, and tickets for half-soled shoes. A week’s supply 
of tickets of all sorts for Big Town dwellers would make a sidewalk 
of pasteboard, three feet wide, from Algona, Iowa, to Tie Siding, 
Wyoming, provided anyone cared to walk between those points. 

Big Town dwellers are the real worshippers of eloquence. Out 
in the country, folks would rather hear the corn grow. 

It is rather disconcerting to the Big Town dweller to go to the 
country to spend his vacation and find that the farmer and his 
family are spending theirs in town. The old idea that a farmer 
always has to be on the job in summer is no longer in effect. Almost 
any farmer can steal a week or two out of July or August now 
without having his neighbors diseuss the question of taking him to 
an insane asylum. Arthur Chapman 





She—I can't see what Mae has in common with young Highroller. 
He—She’s a grass widow and he’s a rake. 
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‘6 HAT’S the matter, Smith? Here I’ve been waiting for 
you half an hour. You ’phoned you wanted to see 
me here at ten. Lost your habit of punctuality? And 

you've been missing all around the circuit for days!” Brown, 

who had been sitting in the café of the Philanthropists’ Club, 
sipping some seminoxious tipple with the deliberation of a con- 
noisseur, swallowed what was left in his glass at a gulp. 

“T had to write a letter.” 

“Why didn’t you dictate it? 

“But it was something I couldn’t dictate. 
know. Toa lady.” 

“Oh! That’s it, eh? 
appointment with me!” 

“No. It took me longer than I thought it was going to. And 
you’re mistaken in your idea, my friend, It was to my fiancée.” 

“Your what?” Brown looked apoplectic in his surprise. 

“I’m going to get married.” 

“Ha-ha-ha! At last, eh? And you told me years ago you 
wouldn’t marry the best woman alive! We'll drink on it.” Brown 
touched a button. “What’ll you have?” 

“Nothing. I’m off the stuff.” 

“W-he-a-t?” 


No man these days writes letters.” 
Confidential, you 


You sly old dog! And you forgot your 


“Pact.” 

“Ah! Going to marry some strong-minded woman who has a 
plan for prenuptial reformation. Let me congratulate you!” But 
Brown’s hand was not extended as is common and spontaneous 
with congratulators, and he looked at Smith with a smile that might 
have meant any one of a number of uncomplimentary things ii 
reduced to an equivalent in speech. 

“No. A young woman who has no idea of reforming me. Miss 
Matilda Jones. Remember I introduced you to her on the street 
about a month ago?” 

“Oh, yes! And lugged her off before I could say ‘Howdy!’ 
And what did you want to see me for today? You and I have been 
cronies for an age, and now you spring this on me! Did you want 
to ask my advice after the fact?” 

“No. I don’t want advice.” 

“True. All you need is a guardian.” 

“And I’m going to have one. I want you to be best man. 
going to be a very quiet and simple wedding.” 

“Best man, eh? Here, waiter, give me a solitaire cocktail. 
Miss Jones, eh? Good match. She must be at least twenty years 
old. And you’re only about sixty. You’ve been a bachelor so 
long your sentiment is atrophied, to say nothing about rheumatism. 


It’s 








ALL GONE WRONG 
Hopkins—Poor Jack! Got on the wrong side of the road and Bing! 
Simkins —Yes ; 


Lost his wife ! 


But she'll change all that, of course. 
years you’ve gone the rounds like the rest of the Bachelors’ Club- 


like an old horse on a milk-wagon—instinctively stopping at the 


regular places; dropping in here for a chop or something with lubri 
cants; then to the Adventurers’ Club to listen to fairy and other 
tales forever out of print; then, night after night, vou’ve followed 
an impulse to discover at the Climax Club or elsewhere how often 
in a lifetime a man can hold a hundred aces or a; pat royal flush.”’ 

“Yes, [know. But I’m off all that.” ; 

“Of course you are! Now you’re going to spend your time with 
a pretty young woman, world without end, living in a perpetual 
box of candy, coming up to the scratch as the ideal of a girl who has 
marked one out from widely-current literature. All she will expect 
will be masculine beauty—and you fill the bill—endless kissing, 
and dulcet tones. No doubt you have dulcet tones somewhere 
in your vocal system. What a happy time you'll have, old man! 
She’ll not care to go to the theatre but about four times a week, 
and you can dance with her the other three evenings. By the way, 
do you dance? That’s a simple detail, though. You’ve been 
caught by the charm of youth at the psychological moment, Smith, 
and again I congratulate you.” 

“You can’t josh me out of something on which my happiness 
depends, Brown.” 

“Heaven forbid! 

“And you'll do what I’ve asked? 

“T’ll think about it. It depends. 
crony, and I’m tired of chasing around alone. 
spend a week or so at Ocean City. When I return. ¥ 

“Ocean City! Why, Miss Jones is down there—at the Hotel 
Breeze—for a fortnight. She was nervous. Her physician pre 
scribed rest by the sea. We’re to be married when she comes back. 
In the meantime I’m looking for fit quarters in some quiet hotel 
We shall travel in the summer. Look her up, Brown, and make 
things pleasant for her. Poor giri’ She writes she is very lonely, 
as she knows nobody there.”’ 

“But what if I should cut you out?” 


You'll both be happy, of course.” 
You’ve been my particular 
I’ve planned to 


For something like forty 


Lost his car ! 
and the very next week got on the wrong side of the market and Bing! 








” 


I’m sure of her! 
Brown put up at the Hotel 
Breeze, Ocean City. He did not make himself 
known to Miss Jones. During the evening he saw 
her dancing with two or three. good-looking chaps 
The next morning she went motoring with still an- 
In the afternoon she went walking with on 
So it cor 


“T’'ll risk that. 
The next day 


other. 
of the chaps with whom she had danced. 
tinued for three days. Chuckling, Brown wired 
Smith: ‘She refuses to be comforted. Better cc1 
down—as a surprise —and chirk her up.”’ 

Smith took the first train for Ocean City, 
Brown who met him at the station. On the way to 
the hotel Brown detailed such of Miss Jones's adven- 
tures as had come under his alert eye, punctuating 
his tale with wise saws and modern instances cf 
the incompatibility of youth and age. 
reticent, but his attitude was not ungrateful. 

When they reached the hotel they found Miss 

Jones dancing with one of her admirers. Brown 
chuckled as he turned away. After Smith had set 
tled matters with this frivolous ycung woman he 
would look up his friend and thank him. 


wiring 


Smith was 


Brown waited in his room a long time. Mayhx 
Smith felt too chagrined to come to him. Brown 
went down stairs. At the desk they said Smith 


and 
fools were 


was not in his room. Brown strolled about 
finally reached th: ballroom. A lot of 
still dancing. And there was Smith, highly elated 
fox-trotting with Miss Tones 
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Hector—What did your father say when you told him I was a war 
correspondent ? 

Imogene—He said he would give you something to write about if 
you didn’t leave early to-night. 
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The burglar 


6¢FTOEAD IT over again, Jim,” said Gov- 
ernor Nelson Dinglefield 
The person addressed as Jim—being no 
less an individ- 
ual than the Gov- 
ernor’s secretary 
—replied: ‘‘No 
need to read it, 
“Governor I 
know it all by 
heart. What you 
said was this: 
**Sinecures 
must be lopped 
off. Extravagance 
of every kind 
must be done 
The ax must be driven to the 
root. Strict economy, without parsimony, 
is the supreme duty of the hour.’”’ 
“Hm!” said Governor Dinglefield. 
“Senator Fellows was in,” said the 





away with. 


secretary. “Is he in favor of the economy 
program?” 

“Well, he isn’t for it in any bigoted way,” 
Governor Dinglefield replied. “I talked 
with him about this salary standardization 
idea. I asked him why one man should get 
more from the state than another man, who 
does the same work.” 

“What did he say to that?” 
secretary. 


asked the 


“He asked me who was the other man,” 
said Governor Dinglefield. 

“Didn’t I hear Senator Fellows quoting 
scripture to you?” the secretary inquired. 

“Why, yes,”’ said Governor Dinglefield, 
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Hully Gee! This will save me buying Mame an Easter bouquet ! 


WITHOUT PARSIMONY 


By ALBERT E HOYT 


“Since that Ezekiel episode, we all do it, 
you know. I did, myself; I told the Senator 
that we simply must cut down salaries and 
do away with superfluous places, and then 
I said, a little leaven leaveneth the whole 
lump.” 

“Did that convert him?” 

“Well, no, I am afraid not,” said the 
Governor. “He told me that he who 
provides not for his own is worse than a 
heathen.” 

“On that basis,” remarked the Governor’s 
secretary, “Senator Fellows lacks several 
hundred good jobs, for his constituents, of 
being a heathen!” 

“Jim,” asked the Governor, “have you 
been over that appropriation memorandum 
again, to see where we can persuade them 
to cut out a few millions?” 

The secretary was about to reply when 
the telephone rang. “North Silo calling— 
Senator Clingwater wants to talk with you, 
Governor,” the operator said. 

The Governor took the phone: 

“That you, Clingwater? Up home over 
Sunday, eh? How is Mrs. Clingwater? 
Give her my regards. That road appropria- 
tion for your district? Why yes, I was 
noticing that—$300,000, isn’t it? I intended 
to see you today or tomorrow and ask you 
to cut that in two, senator. You know 
we simply must reduce appropriations this 
year, and last year you had What’s 
that? Simply got to increase the item to 


$500,000? Our improved highways lead 

straight to the White House? Oh, pshaw, 

Clingwater! You will have your joke. 
Well, come in tomorrow and we'll talk it 
over and see what can be done.” 

Governor Dinglefield put down the 
receiver. “Do you know, Jim,” said he, 
“what is the most momentous question 
before this state today?” 

“The most momentous question?” asked 
the secretary. ‘“‘Sure—do we get time for 
lunch today?” 

“That’s not it,” said Governor Dingle- 
field, “although that is a question. The 
great big question, Jim, is this: Is it cheaper 
to move the State road over to Clingwater 
than it would be to move Clingwater over 
to the State road? Going to lunch with 
me?”’ he added. 

“Can’t just now,” said the secretary. 

Governor Dinglefield disappeared, through 
the private entrance—furtively, like a 
hunted man. It was the closing hours of 
the legislative session, a period when as all 
men know a Governor has no rights to 
eat, to sleep, or to take time to think, 
which ought to be respected by the humblest. 

When he returned to his office, the 
secretary said: “Assemblyman McSwatt 
was in.” 

“McSwatt?” said the Governor. “Is 
there a stream, a rivulet, or a section of the 
canal, in McSwatt’s district, that hasn’t 
been. bridged at public expense?” 

“There’s one, anyhow,” replied the 
secretary. “‘That’s what McSwatt wanted 
to see you about. Oh, good afternoon, 





AT THE PINEHURST 


Rosalind —Why is it that everybody likes to play golf with Pilkins, when he plays such an atrocious game ? 








COUNTRY CLUB 


Stanley—That 's the reason. He 


lays so poorly that he never takes it upon himself to advise his partner. 
pia) poort) f i 


Assemblyman—the Governor was inquiring 
about you.” 

“Hello, Jimpson,” said the Governor. 
“How are my bills coming along?”’ 

Assemblyman Jimpson looked out of the 
window, meditatively, before he replied: 

“Your friends, Governor, are doing their 
best. Some of our people—I needn’t name 
names—think you are highbrowing it too 
much, and trying to curtail our patronage. 
Clingwater says you mean to be fair, though, 
and I guess maybe we can put your bills 
across. By the by,” he added, “how about 
Smith, over in the securities department?” 

“What about him?” 

“He ought to be getting more salary,” 
said Assemblyman Jimpson. “A most 
useful man, worth every dollar of $6,000, 
and here he’s only getting $4,000.” 

“Will five do?” asked the Governor. 

Assemblyman Jimpson again strolled to 


the window and looked meditatively down 
the street “There goes | arrington,” he 
remarked, “they say he’s pricking up his 
ears for Governor this Fall — hear anything 
about it? No? Idle gossip, I suppose. 
What was it you asked me—will five do? 
We expect to give you 6,000 majority for 
re-election, in my county, Governor—will 
five do?’’ Governor Dinglefield turned to 
his secretary. “Jim and I,” said he, ‘‘ were 
just reading over one of the important works 
of a modern author. Read it over to Assem- 
blyman Jimpson, Jim—lI’m sure he’ll enjoy 
it as much as we do.” 

““*Sinecures must be lopped off,’” the 
secretary read. ‘“‘‘Extravagance of every 
kind must be done away with. The ax must 
be driven to the root. Strict economy, 
without parsimony, is the supreme duty of 
the hour.’” Governor Dinglefield remarked. 

“It’s lucky I said without parsimony.” 


A Spring Poem 
Without Rhyme, but with Some Reason 


| LOVE my dog! 
Listen, and I will tell you why. 
Every spring 
My wife, my son and my daughter 
Have new spring coats. 
They visit the stores, 
Select, 
(nd the coats come to them. 
[ pay for the coats. 
Every spring, 
My dog 
Has a new spring coat. 
He does not visit the stores 
Or select, 
Yet the coat comes to him. 
I do not pay for the coat. 
That is why I love my dog! 
William Sanford 





The reason some men don’t get what they 
go after is because they go a little too far. 


























An Unalterable Rule 


“ HAT? You are a reporter?” 
W said Mrs. Shallow to the 
young man she found wait- 
ing for her in her drawing-room. “ And 
you want to know something about 
my daughter’s wedding this evening? 
Now, young man, it is entirely against 
my principles to have anything go into 
the papers about my family. I have 
always declined to give reporters any 
information, for I have never cared for 
that kind of publicity. I do not believe 
in—what paper do you represent? The 
Clarion? Well, if I felt disposed to give 
information to any paper it would be the 
Clarion because we take that paper 
and——” 

“Ts it to be a large wedding?” asked 
the reporter as he opened his note-book 
and laid it on his knee. 

“Yes, quite large, but, as I say, I do 
not like to have anything in the papers 
about my family or——” 

“Who is to perform the ceremony?” 

“The Rev. Dr. Van Armden. You 
want to write it with a capital A in the 
last name. The Van stands by itself. It 
will be a double ring service and——” 

“What are the exact names of the bridal 





couple?” 
““My daughter’s name is Mary Alyce and 


you want to be sure and spell the Alyce 


with a y— A-l-y-c-e.’ She will be very much 
put out if you do not spell it that way. 
The bridegroom’s name is E. Arnold Let- 


tinger. You might say that he comes of a 








WHAT INTERESTED HIM 
Well, dear, we have seen the orchids, and 
chrysanthemums and roses, what shall we look at next? 


Mother 


Juvenile 


Let ’s go and see them feed the snakes. 














THE 
Mother (reading) 


CENSOR 
“ Dearest, the day is cold and dark and dreary,” etc. 


Cross that right off, Constance. 


I ‘Il not have him think we are without either light or heat. 


very old and distinguished family. His 
great-great-great-grandfather was— 

“Could I get photographs of the bride and 
bridegroom?” 

“Why, I think so. Yes, there are several 
photographs of both of them in the house. 
As I say, I am unalterably opposed to any- 
thing like publicity in our family affairs, but 

-I think that there are photographs of 
my daughter and her betrothed right 
here on this table. You might take the 
ones most likely to reproduce well. I 
have a very good photograph of myself 
and of my husband if you cared for 
them, and I——” 

“T suppose that the bride will wear 
the usual white satin and a veil?” 

“Yes; and you might say that the 
point lace on the dress was also on my 
own wedding-gown. I shall wear a 
pale lavender satin under chiffon of the 
same shade and the bridesmaids will all 
wear pink. I can give you all of their 
names and—would you like to see the 
presents? Of course they are not all in 
yet, but most of them I presume are. 
If you cared to go upstairs and make 
a list of them. Every one has been so 
kind and so generous. There are now 
more than two hundred in, not counting 
each piece of flat silver. We are fur- 
nishing our daughter’s apartment for 
her and giving her an automobile. I 
can give you an alphabetical list of the 
guests, and if you cared to describe 
any of the gowns in the trousseau I 
could send you a description of them. 
Of course the parents of the bridegroom 


will be in the receiving line. His mother 
will wear gray brocadéed satin with little 
touches of pink init. The caterer will be 
De Francesca and the refreshments will be 
served at small tables in different rooms 
and——”’ 

“That is all, thank you.” 

“You are quite welcome, although, as I 
say, I have always made it an unalterable 
rule never to give out any details of my social 
functions to the papers and I want to adhere 
to that rule. Would it be possible for me to 
see a proof of your article to make sure that 
you have everything all right? And I might 
want to add something to it. You couldn’t 
very well arrange to do that? Well, then I 
will have to leave it all to you. I do not be- 
lieve in publicity of this kind, but—Oh, good 
day. We will probably want a hundred 
copies of the paper with the notice in it. 
Good day. Our ’phone number is 3—4—8 
Main if you want to—good day.” 

—Max Merryman. 


Willing to Lend 
“Lew EASY a thing it seems to be 
For one to borrow trouble,”’ said he; 
“And the reason is simple, I contend, 
For all have plenty and some to lend.” 


Revised Quotation 
that day lost whose low 
’ sees in our land a man with- 


“Count de- 
scending sun’ 


out a gun. 


Defined 


‘““Aren’t the fashions this season less 


extreme?” 
‘Oh, extremely less.” 








B E T W E 


sé HAT do you think of this play?” 
queried the Tired Business Man 
of the Critic. 

We were waiting for the crowd to thin out 
a bit from the Lyceum Theatre, where “ The 
Heart of Wetona” had just ceased throb- 
bing. 

“It’s going to have a run,” 
Critic, “but-——” 

“You’re always butting,”’ interrupted the 
Tired Business Man. “That play is mighty 
interesting. There are periods in it that 
just hold you tight.” 

“Ves,” admitted the Critic, 
in the final analysis it is 
finessed by the fine 
However, its tense 


replied the 


“it has tense 
moments; but 
simply melodrama 
Italian hand of Belasco. 
moments and the bold but effective handling 
of sex will carry it a long time.” 

“The only thing I didn’t like about it,” 
said the Tired Business Man, “‘was the 
comic-opera pose of the young villain.” 

The Débutante had been listening. ‘Oh, 
but didn’t you think he was terribly hand 
some? Of course I know he was awfully 
wicked!” 

“Handsome? That’s what caught We- 
tona, the simple Indian maid,” said the 
Tired Business Man. “That’s a villain’s 
long suit. But this fellow got on my nerves 
with his attitudes. And I think Joe Hardin, 
the hero, should have wrung his neck right 
before the audience instead of giving him a 
run for it. The Indians got him off-stage, 
but such a rotter should be killed where you 
can look on.” 

“That’s where Belasco comes in,” sug- 
gested the Critic. ‘“‘But it’s all melodrama, 
with the same characters you have seen a 
hundred times in other circumstances: the 
wronged ingénue, in this case a girl half 
white, so appealingly innocent that she com 
mands sympathy; the noble hero, here a 
man with a past of his own who is thus 
conveniently able to overlook error in the 
woman he marries; the villainous lover; 
and the stern father, in this case an Indian 
chief with all the conventional prejudices 
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of a white man added to his original unin- 
hibited violences.” 

‘Yes,”’ said the Tired Business Man, “I 
didn’t just see him, though William Court- 
leigh’s acting was good.” 

“His acting was consistent along the lines 
indicated,”’ continued the Critic, “but the 
psychology of the réle was false, though per- 
haps it was good enough for dramatic pur- 
poses. To my mind, while Leonore Ulrich 
was admirable as Wetona, the best acting 
in the play must be credited to John Miltern 
agent and rescuer of the 


as the Indian 


heroine - 

















SARONY, N.Y 
ONE OF JUDGE'S FAVORITES 
JULIA ARTHUR,in “ THE ETERNAL MAGDALENE ” 


A mystical réle, in which she successfully marks her 
return to the theatre 


U R T A 
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“Well, I agree with you there,” said th 
Tired Business Man. 

I entered the discussion: 

“*The Greatest Nation’ has left the 
Booth,” I said. ‘‘When I saw it, I did not 
prophesy a long lease of life for it.” 

The Critic agreed. 

“*The Greatest Nation’ was too dull to 
hold,” said he. “It combined most of the 
dramatic faults with 

“Let’s not talk about the dead,” said the 
Tired Business Man. ‘‘There’re lots of live 
things for subjects. The livest thing I can 
think of just now is the new Winter Garden 
production— Robinson Crusoe, Jr.’” 

The Critic grunted. 

“Oh, I know you don’t like the Winter 
Garden,” said the Tired Business Man. 
“But I do; and I’m bound to say I enjoyed 
‘Robinson Crusoe, Jr.’” 

“But all Winter Garden shows are alike,” 
cried the Critic. ‘They vary only in the 
colors and acreage of the costumes of the 
chorus and in the rotation of jokes on Pitts- 
burgh. To be geometrical, their popularity 
increases inversely as the square of the area 
And the humor of the 
productions is decidedly of the type known 


of the costumes. 


as ‘alleged.’” 
“But this 
Business Man. 
“Yes, I know—this year put more on the 
chorus and added Al. Jolson to the cast 
or better, added a cast to Al. Jolson. He 
is, as usual, the center around which the 


year began the Tired 


performance revolves.” 

“Well, I like Jolson,” said the Tired 
Business Man defensively. ‘‘He makes me 
laugh, and that’s what I go to the Winter 
Garden for.” 

“You and the Suburbanite are alike in 
that you both want to laugh at the theatres,” 
said the Critic caustically. “If a play isn’t 
amusing, you don’t like it.” 

“But Jolson is always funny,” said the 
Tired Business Man. 

“That is what I object to,” 
Critic. “It’s getting monotonous.” 


retorted the 














































*Lache i¢ nicht 
Mensch! Was kumn 





ert es Sit tz 
“Nu, wie haiszt? Kein "was 
Sechlechtes. Der Herr Dokt auch 
was ausgelést."’ 
Student—Stop that laughing, you poor 


rough-neck! What business is it of yours 
if I pawn something! 
Man—Oh, look here! Nobody meant 
that! You may have redeemed something 
Megeendorfer Blactter (Munich) 





Obscure Heroism 


Dans ma famille, monsieur 


1 ir, personne n'a songe a st 
lerober a sa part de danger Mon beau-frére est en 
Argonne, mon cousin Ernest a été blessé a Dixmude, 
et moi, qui suis de la classe 85, je mange des mouk t 
tous mes repas 


In my family, sir, no one dreams of dodg 
ing his share of the peril. My brother-in- 
law is in Argonne, my cousin Ernest has been 
wounded at Dixmude, and I, of the 85th 


Class, eat mussels at every meal. 


Le Rire (Paris). 














le Ti »k! I lere’s a 
Punch (London). 


“Oh, mummy, horse 


being mended.”’ 











Economy in the Home 


Lady of the house (to butler)—When you 
have taken the Master’s barley-water to the 
library and Master Thomas’s bread and 
margarine upstairs, you might get Fido’s 
chop grilled—and see that it’s not overdone, 
because it doesn’t agree with him if it is. 














Ree SS ae ; : 
: Bystander (London). 
Reflection 
kel—Mein Herrl und mein Frauer! lassen i Yi) 
n! Bin neugierig, wem ich zugesproche DZ Wify 





Dachshund—My master and my mistress 
are going to be divorced. I’m curious 
to know who gets the custody of me! 
Fliegende Blaetter (Munich) 
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For Home Consumption 





Tommy (dictating letter to be sent to his 

Wenn die Manner alle ins Feld und die Wife)—The nurses here are a very plain 
ns Amt gehen, sperr’ i mei’ Bude a auf a lot 

Nurse—Oh, come! I say! That’s not 
very polite to us. 

Tommy—Never mind, Nurse, put it 
down. It’ll please her!—Punch (London). 








Der Storch 
Weiber alle 
Zeit lang zu! 











The stork—If the men all go to the front 
and the women all go to work I'll have to 
shut up shop for a while.—Atkeriki (Vienna). 
















It ‘Took a Genius to Write This 
Love Story 


M ORGAN ROBERTSON’S genius leaped be- 





world’s first wooing was like this. The new edi- 
tion is a treasure trove to the lover of unusual, absorb- 
ing stories. It contains ‘‘Sinful Peck,’’ a novel of 
70,000 words— Morgan Robertson’s master creation. 
**Sinful Peck belongs in the same immortal com- 
pany with Long John Silver and Robinson Crusoe,”’ 
said Irvin S. Cobb. 

These stories throw you among Chinese pirates, 
hypnotists, stowaways, undersea creatures. They 
take you into the mysterious realm of Personality. 
They make you hunger for more. Here’s how you 
can get them 


yond the conventional love story. In this idyll 

of young love he pictures man and woman 
in conditions as primitive as when Adam found Eve. 
The story—‘*The Three Laws and the Golden 
Rule’’—is found in the new McClure-Metropol- 
itan edition of Robertson. It continues the narra- 
tive told in “PRIMORDIAL’’—of the boy and girl 
shipwrecked on a desert island. It shows how each 
life responded to the instincts of the race. The 
reader sees vividly unfolded in these two young 
lives the whole drama of human existence. The 


MAKING A DREAM COME TRUE 


without want. Will the American public grant him his 


ORGAN Robertson never got any real reward for his 
work. He grew old~—and poor. Last March he died. 
Before his death, however, he had the satisfaction 

of seeing the McClure Publications and Metropolitan Mag- 
azine undertake to gain him his rightful place in litera- 
ture—the place he deserved in the hearts of his country- 


last wish? That’s what we propose to find out. You 
answer Yes when you send in your order for this new 
four-volume edition of Morgan Robertson's works, to- 
gether with a year's subscription to McClure’s Magazine, 
Metropolitan, and Ladies’ World. We will pay for the 


men, and the money necessary to enable his wife and him books. We will pay the carriage charges on them. We 

to spend their last days without hearing the how! of the will pay Mrs. Robertson a generous royalty—if you will 

wolf at the door. His desire, when dying, wes that the pay for the magazines less than they would cost you at 

sale of his books would permit his devoted wife to live the newsstands, and you may pay for your subscriptions 
in easy monthly payments. 


4 Books Gratis With This Offer WAT ONE READER sats: 


Gentlemen e love 
of Mike, please teil me « here 
can secure more of Morgan 


MAIL THE COUPON WITH 10c TODAY! 


The 35 stories embracing his best work 
are in four handsome cloth bound volumes Rebertsen’s stesten! | cen 

over 1000 pages—printed in new easy-to the four books which you of 
read type—titles stamned in gold You fer—have read them trom 
need send only toc now with the coupon ‘kiver to kiyer,” and belicve 


+ at his se 
After that, $1.00 a month for four months RJ Cotb that his ove 
to pay for the magazines and that’s all ten by an American. i want 
The books will be yours If vou wish to to hear some more about poor 
pay all at once, send only $3.75. If you ford unions dr oe dieut. 
7 . - Md . a oe “ ‘Oc untess drun anc seu 
prefer full leather binding, send $5.7 We Rreen and Capt. Swarth and 





recommend this edition to book lovers the rest of them 


McCLURE 

BOOK CO. 

McClure Building 
New York 


I enclose ten cents 












You Join Hands With These Men When You Mail the Coupon 





Please send me Morgan “No American writer has ever ‘‘A master of his art. No lover of 

a , i an written better short stories than real stories can affurd to miss 
na nernen> ee” ae Morgan Robertson.:’—Irvin 8. reading Morgan Robertson.”’ 
scription to McClure’s, Metropoli- Cobb. Richard Harding Davis. 

tan and The Ladies’ World, each for 
12 months I promise to n=v one dol- 
lar a month for four* months for the 
magazines and the books are mine. 





“‘Morgan Robertson has written 
some of the greatest sea stories ‘‘I hold a high opinion of Morgan 
of our generation.’ —Geerge Horace Robertson's work lease enter 
Lorimer. (Editor Saturday Even- my subscription for your new edi- 
ing Post.) tion.’’—Rebert W. Chambers. 


THE McCLURE BOOK CO. 


McClure Building New York City 














Change comme of payment te six monthe !f you prefer full leather binding 











CELLULOID SONNETs 
WILLIAM S. HART 

















WITZEL, LO® ANGELES 


Our Theodore, for versatility, 
Once seemed to lead the so-called human race; 
In strenuosity he set a pace 
That slammed the door against all rivalry 
At busting bronchos, chopping down a tree, 
Or smelling out a super-flu-ous ace, 
At gun play—socially or of the chase 
Some customer for snap-shot artists he. 


And yet, compared with yours his life was mild, 
His exploits mediocre, thin and pale; 

Year in, year out, on frontiers grim and wild 
Your trigger finger causes men to quail. 

How he must envy you—Fame’s petted child! 


The camera is always on your trail! 
—W. Kee Maxwe 


The Coming Invasion of the United States 
HE GOOD SHIP “Oscar II.” sailed 
the other day for Christiania. (This 
article has nothing whatever to do with the 
P23: Fa 

On board the ship was one E. Hjertberg 
(Is a Swedish gentleman a Herr, a Monsieur 
a Don, a Senor, or a Sir?) He is sailing t 
try to persuade the Swedish government t 
send an army over here with the idea o 
attacking our supremacy and taking awa) 
loot. In this he is heartily encouraged by 
some of our most prominent men. 

The Swedish army of invasion will k 
uniformed in extreme undress; its weapons 
will be spiked shoes and its own goo 
muscles; it wants to humble our proud crest 
by taking away some records and a victory 
over the best track-and-field team we cat 
get together. And we stand prepared in 
this, at least; we are waiting—nay, we are 
eager—to meet this army in mortal combat 
on the cinder-path. 

War of this sort is always welcome. Inter 
national sport is one of the best ways in the 
world for cementing international peact. 
The Olympic games are out of the question 
this year, and for many years to come, it 
would seem, so let us make the best of things 
and meet the Swedish contingent man 
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man. We can boast that we are world- 
supreme in track and field athletics; Sweden 
wants a chance to lower our colors. It is 
to be hoped that there wili be no obstacle 
to interfere with the meet. 

So bring on your best, M’sieu’-herr-senor- 
don-sir Hjertberg! Before your serried 
yaulting-poles we’ll never, never quail! We 
think that we have men who can run faster, 
jump higher, and throw forty-two centi- 
metre weights farther than can any of your 
athletes. So come on, and be assured of a 
hearty welcome, a good fight, and a great 
send-off, win or lose. —F.S. H. 


Efficiency 

[‘ WAS with no little trepidation that 
Dr. Anna List consented to direct her 
genius toward an unbiased and heretical 
vivisection of efficiency, the pampered 
parasite that is sucking the red blood out 
of wholesome human activity. In attack- 
ing efficiency Miss List was keen enough to 
see that the baffling hold of this minion of 
worldly success lay in his mathematical 
consistency, in his clever appeal to human- 
ity’s foolish faith in figures. She feels that 
often the convincingness of her own work 
is due primarily to the same appeal. Con- 
sequently she resolved to fight gas with gas. 
As usual her work marks another com- 
plete triumph. Dr. List has reduced effi- 
ciency to a dejected remnant of his former 
self, proved him a vainglorious hypocrite, 
and established beyond all cavil that he, 
himself, is less than nine-tenths efficient. 

Dr. List’s analysis follows: 


EFFICIENCY 





Far-sight edness 02.387 
Hair-splitting 26.180 
Parsimony 15.051 
Piffle * 22.000 
Short-sightedness 08.133 
Narrowness 13.362 
Business acumen 00.011 
Common sense 00.002 
Total 87.135 
Deficient 12.865 
100.000 


The failure of efficiency to test out 100% 
of his own pompous volume has been a 
great consolation to Miss List, for with all 
her science and her philosophic attitude 
of mind she is still a woman, with a woman’s 
love of humiliating conquest. 

-~H.W. Dee. 


Hospitality 
Uncle Tobey was an hospitable soul. 
He wanted no guest in his house to be 
stinted. “Have some, have some,” he 
invited cordially at the supper table sending 
around the platter for the third time, 
“we're going to give it to the pigs anyway.” 


Artful Dodger 
Crawford—How is it I see you at the res- 
taurant so often? 
Crabshaw—During Lent has 


my wife 


established a food blockade at the house. 
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dealer cannot supply you. 





. . - after dinner, when Colonel Spottiswood’s guests 
had eased into their deep chairs, it was the Colonel’s 
sacred rite to produce from somewhe 
box of cigarettes of fine old Virginia.” 


First made for the Gentlemen of Virginia—:«Rich- 
mond Straight Cuts’ were the first high-grade 
cigarettes made in the United States. Their 
“bright’’ Virginia tobacco has an appealing, old- 
time delicacy never equalled in any other cigarette. 


ln, 


RICHMOND STRAIGHT CUT. 


eet a ee a | 


Cigarette S —15 Cents 
Plain or Cork Tip 


Besides the regular package shown here, 
these cigarettes are also packed in at- 
tractive tins, 50 for 40 cents:100 for 75 
cents. These larger packages will be 
sent prepaid on receipt of price if your 


Vien VYinders RICHOIOND Vinenen BSA. 


Success-A 
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ORDER NOW 


many sets, and the price only $1.61, delivered carriage prepaid 
a slip of paper, with money order or check for $1.61 attached. a 
Send for list and prices of other Imported Sets—Stevenson, Hugo, Scott, Kipling, Dumas. 


BRUNSWICK SUBSCRIPTION CO., 449 Brunswick Bldg., New York City 











There Are No “ Hymns of Hate” in 


The man or woman who would not love Dickens could be false to their best friend 
’ 


Stories that Breathe the True Spirit of ‘‘Peace on Earth Good Will Toward Men” 

No family cirele where love abounds is complete without one of these sets of 
IMPORTED DICKENS 

By one of those happy chances that occur as often in the lives of mortals as 
the traditional blue moon, we have been able to secure another small shipment 
of Dickens, made by a famous English publisher, to fill the orders left over 
from our Summer sale 


6 


Volumes 


To Dickens lovers in this country —and to the credit of our peop!e be it said their 
name is legion—we know this wilt be the most welcome of all announcements. 
SIX BOOKS FOR THE PRICE OF ONE—books full of the sunshine of Dickens’ tender, sympathetic 
outlook on life, of his bubbling humor and riotous fun JMU 














EVERYBODY'S 
DICKENS ~~~ Favorite Author 


The balance of these sets we will offer at the same 
Extraordinary War Bargain Price 









Bound in Red and Gold _Iilustrations in Duotone ONLY 
400 Pages $1.61 
——- Chott ni, Finish — For the Set 


















BUT YOU MUST BE PROMPT. There are not 
Write your name and address plainly on 





First come, first served 
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“Tm a hobo 
with a weak- 
ness for good 
society,” says 
Hood, the myste- 
rious gentleman- 
vagabond hero of 
Meredith Nichol- 
son’s “The Mad- 
ness of May.”’ 
How he and his 
chauffeur drove 
Billy Deering from 


Westchester to happiness 
is charmingly told in the 
four parts of this blithe- 
some story. The first 
part will be published in 
the March 25th issue of 


Collier's 


THE NATIONAL WEEKLY 
416 West 13th Street, New York City 


MOTT TITEL TH 
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THE MODERN WOMAN 


Suffrage Facts and Fancies 
By ANNA CADOGAN ETZ 


Question and Answer 

HE Conservative But Enquiring Gentleman: You don’t think that yoy 

are any better than men or wiser, do you, so that you would change 
this old world with that little vote you are screaming for so lustily? 

The Enthusiastic Suffragist: In many ways we are not so good; on many 
questions we are not so wise, but we shift the emphasis off the needs oj 
business onto the needs of children. 

You ask me to prove it? In Colorado eminent authority vows it is easier 
to get money for the schools since women vote; in North Carolina more 
money is invested in automobiles than in education and more money 
spent on upkeep for autos than for teachers for children. Not that women 
love autos less, she added, but children more. 


Why the “Bad Woman Vote” Can’t Be Delivered 
INETY per cent. of the juvenile court culprits are boys. If you don’t 
believe it, ask the leading lady at the National Congress of Mothers 
to prove it, for she it was who said it. 

It may be that women are too good or too scared to break the law, 
The reason is immaterial. The fact is that the girl is less delinquent than the 
boy; that the woman is far, far more law abiding than the man; that the 
bogie of the ‘““bad woman vote” has nothing back of it. The goods can’t 
be delivered, for they aren’t there. 


Morals as Well as Navigation Men Might Learn from the Birds 
6¢¢ \H, FOR the wings of a bird!” sang man with great gusto, and at last 
the aeroplane rewarded his years of patient imitation. Now the 
biologists are telling us that man would better go right on yearning and 
sing, “Oh, for the morals of a bird!” and that if he would, with the same 
assiduity with which he perfected his flying machine, the evils of the di- 
vorce court might disappear from the land. 

The feminists who watched with calm interest while men hit the trail of 
the bird as to navigation, are wildly excited about having human society 
adopt the bird’s marriage code, for it means that most of their dreams will 
become as ordinary as the aeroplane at the rural fair; that the burden of 
dress display will be shifted on to male shoulders; that monogamy will b 
a more nearly realized ideal; that equality will prevail and male gallantry 
survive—even the sight of women at the ballot box. In short, women have 
everything to gain and nothing to lose. 


Why Texas Women Want the Vote 

[SN’'T THIS subtle? In accents sweet, the leader of the Texas woman 

suffrage movement thus reassures the men of her state: ‘‘ Woman has 
taken man for better or worse, and while we all love him and will stay with 
him to the end, we’d rather have him better than worse, and that is the 
reason we want the vote.” 

Even so is the Texan comforted with the information that votes for 
women will prove a soothing ointment and not a mustard plaster. 


Why Worry? 
OMEN VOTERS don’t camp at the polls and leave the home to its 
own destruction. The Attorney-General of Kansas has so testified 

Women voters still care for the health of their families. Statistics 
bear witness that the undertaker’s bell in Kansas doesn’t begin to get the 
wear that it does in eastern states. 

Women voters don’t necessarily mean the triumph of the prohibitionists 
or the liquor interests, for six of the woman suffrage states wave the prohi- 
bition flag and six do not. 

Women voters do not bring the millennium. Listen to the echoes of graft 
from Chicago and the roar of industrial discord from Colorado. 

Women voters do not wreck the finances of a state. Kansas is out 
debt and Wyoming has a surplus. 

Women voters are merely human beings muddling along at self-gover™ 
ment much the same way as men. Let them muddle. Why worry? 


Knocked Its Eye Out 
The modern wife, in her attitude toward her husband, is the party 
who took the i out of deify. 
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With the College Wits 














She had a face divinely fair, 
A face to make an artist glad; 
She had a wealth of auburn hair 
And oh, the figure that she had! 
Her soulful eyes were big and brown, 
\ rounded softness graced her arms; 
I fancied that in all the town 
No girl could boast of rarer charms 


Her fingers tapered and were white 
I paused to gaze a little while, 
And fancied that the day was bright 
Because she had so sweet a smi 
But all my happy fancies fled 
And gloomily I went my way, 
When to a passing friend she said 
“[ seen your brother yesterday 


Pel 


Not Very— Betty Goldust—Did you have 
1 satisfactory interview with papa? 

Jack Brokele: rh: Not very; he said all he 
could give us was his consent Tiger. 


Close to the Wall 


Ivy, why don’t you cling to me? 
He cried in whispers thick; 
Oh, Archibald, I will,” she said, 
I think that you're a brick.”’ 
Widi 
Another Narrow Escape—/! (pas- 
sionately)—Give me a 
le—Sir! ! ! 
Il (continuing) —Piece of candy 
Elle (continuing)—tainly.—Penn State 


Froth. 


What She Feared—He—Why so pen- 
sive—aren’t you enjoying the prom? 
She—Oh, yes, but I’m afraid people’ll 
think I’m a co-ed.—Pitt Panther. 


Out of Order—Proverbial Absent-Mind 
ed Professor Goodness! That clock needs 
xing. It just struck one, four times. 
Lampoon. 

Professional—Smythe—He made a liv 


ing by going from bad to worse. 
Smithe—How could he do that? 
Smythe—He was a doctor.—Gargoyl« 





Bia Sherbet is made tasty and delightful by using Abbott's 
i Sample of bitters by mail, 25 cts. in stamps. C 
bott & Co., Baltimore, Md (Adv.) 
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“The Utmost in : 
Plau End or Cork Tip 
Rople of culture, refinement 
and education inoariably 
PREFER Deities to 
any other agarette. 
25° 
Hrgsgysos 
Makers of the Highest Grad Turkish 
and Eayptian Cigarettes inthe Workd. j 

















news almost as quickly as the press associations can flash it to the papers. 


. , , , 4 
Picture reporters in every part of the world and expert writers on finance, current , 
events, travel, trade, motors and sports in charge of its departments at home , 4 
have made Leslie’s America’s greatest illustrated weekly newspaper. 


Its striking pictures, its informative departments, and its wise and con- 


good homes—the largest circulation of any $5-a-yvear weekly. ? 
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“Spring in Europe’ 


This pretty face, stained with 
tears of sorrow for her country’s 
tragedy, is HOWARD CHANDLER 
CHRISTY’S interpretation of what 
the young year means to the old 
world. 





is 


The sweet, sad girl in the painting 
tells more than a thousand words 
could say. 





Like Leslie’s Christy cover, Leslie’s picture § 
contents bring the story of Europe’s © 
struggle to you in a way no printed page 
could approximate. 


Pictures that make you see what the dailies 
try to describe show Leslie’s readers the 





#7 = Leslie’s : 

servative editorial policy make Leslie’s welcome in more than 410,000 _# 225FifthAve. & 
: , 4 New York q 

? 

#7 Send me Leslie’s for © 


Leslie’s belongs on your reading table. 
coupon below brings it.for a year. 


* @ 
Leslies 
Illustrated Weekly Newspaper 


225 Fifth Avenue 
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Five dollars with the 4 |: proengy bet 


y, enclose $5.00. 
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7 ¢ Name 
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80 to 100 Words a Minute 
Guaranteed ! 
Learn at Home—10 Easy Lessons 


A wonderful new method of acquiring skill on the typewriter 
has been discovered. Almost over night it has revolutionized 
the whole typewriting situation. 

Already thousands of stenographers and other typewriter users 
who never exceeded thirty to forty words a minute, are writing 
80 to 100 words with half the effort and with infinitely greater 
accuracy than they ever could before, and they're earning sal- 
aries increased in proportion. . 


Nothing Else Like It 


Don't confuse this new way in typewriting with any system of 
the past. There has never been anything like it before. It is as 
different from the old touch systems as day is from night. Spe- 
cial Gymnastic Finger-Training Exercises bring results in days 
that ordinary methods will not produce in months. It is the 
greatest step in typewriting since the typewriter itself was 
invented—already its success has become nation-wide. 


Doubles and Trebles Salaries 


Among the thousands of operators who have taken up this sys- 
tem are hundreds of graduates of business colleges and special 
eypeusiias coursés—many were so-called touch writers—yet 
there has not been a single one who hasn't doubled or trebled 
his or her speed and accuracy, and the salaries have been in- 
creased from $8 to $15 a week (their former pay) to $25, $30 
and even $40 weekly. And the new way is amazingly easy for 
anyone—there are only 10 lessons and they Gin be quickly 
learned at home. 


Valuable Book Free 


We cannot describe here the secret principle of this new method. But 
we have prepared a book which tells all about it in complete detail, 
which is free to those interested It is a big 48-page book, brimful 
of eye-opening ideas and valuable information. It explains how this 
unique new method will quickly make your fingers strong and dex 
trous, bring them under perfect control, make them extremely rapid in 
their Ngee | —how in a few short weeks you can transform your 
St pee g mg and make it ¢asy, accurate and amazingly speedy—all 
this and much more is told in detail. No instruction book ever 
written, no matter what its cost, ever told so plainly the real WHY 
HOW of expert typewriting 
If you are ambitious to get ahead—if you want to make your work 
easier—if you want to put more money in your pay envelope—get 
this book at once. It will be a revelation to you as to the speed and 
salary that is possible to typists. Mail the coupon or a postal today 
ow 


m= USE THIS FOR BIGGER PAY sem 











the tulless School, 8503 College Hill, Springfield, Ohio ‘ 

Please send me your Free Book about the New Way in 

Typewriting. This incurs no obligation whatever on my part i 

Name . 

é 

Street . 
City State 

Occupation ait 












Write today for our new m1 page book on “The 
Power of Law Training’’. It carries a vital and in- 
: ring message to every ambitious man, Find out 
}\about the opportunities that await tre law trained 

4\man. Findout how you can iearn from masters of the 
*¢} \ law right in your own home. No obligations. The book is free 
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FOR MEN OF BRAINS 
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“MADE AT KEY WEST 





Stories with Smiles 


Such an Easy Job!—Most anyone 
can be an editor. All the editor has to do 
is to sit at a desk six days out of the week, 
four weeks of the month, and twelve months 
of the year, and “edit” such stuff as this: 

“Mrs. Jones, of Cactus Creek, let a can 
opener slip last week and cut herself in the 
pantry.” 

““A mischievous lad of Piketown threw 
a stone and hit Mr. Pike in the alley last 
Thursday.” 

“John Doe climbed on the roof of his 
house last week looking for a leak and fell, 
striking himself on the porch.” 

“While Harold Green was escorting Miss 
Violet Wise from the church social last Sat- 
urday night, a savage dog attacked and bit 
Mr. Green on the public square.” 

“Tsaiah Trimmer, of Running Creek, was 
playing with a cat Friday, when it scratched 
him on the veranda.” 

“Mr. Fong, while harnessing a broncho 
last Saturday, was kicked just south of his 
corn patch.” 

Yes, it’s a wonder they draw salaries for 
it.—Lamar (Mo.) Republican Sentinel. 


Not Worrying—Snappy young wife— 
To be frank with you, if you were to die 
[ should certainly marry again. 

Harassed husband—l’ve no_ objection. 
I’m not going to worry about the troubles 
of a fellow I shall never know.—Louisville 
Courier-Journal. 


The Better Way—Charles M. Schwab, 
congratulated in Pittsburgh on a large war 
order contract which he had just received 
from one of the warring nations, said: 

“Some people call it luck, but they are 
mistaken. Whatever success I have is 
due to hard work and not to luck. 

““T remember a New York business man 
who crossed the ocean with me one winter 
when the whole country was suffering from 
hard times. 

‘And you, Mr. Schwab,’ the New Yorker 
said, ‘are, like the rest of us, Isuppose, hoping 
for better things?’ 

‘No, my friend,’ I replied. ‘No, I am 
not hoping for better things. I’ve got my 
sleeves rolled up and I’m working for them.’” 

Philadelphia Bulletin. 


It Didn’t Matter—‘I want a loaf of 
bread.” 

“White or graham?” 

““Doesn’t matter; it’s for a blind woman.” 

Topeka Journal. 


So He Went Hungry—aA member of the 
Merion Cricket Club was telling stories to a 
Bryn Mawr girl. Here is what he said, which 
was considered the climax in wit for the 
evening: 

Her eyes were not exactly straight, and 
some one commented upon it and asked him 
if he had noticed it. 

‘Noticed it, man!” he replied, “why she 
is so cross-eyed that recently when I sat 
next to her at a dinner she ate off my plate.” 


—Philadelphia Ledger. 


Better Than Improving—‘‘Is your 
daughter improvirg in her music?”’ 

‘No. But the next best thing is happen- 
ing. She’s getting tired of it and won't 
practice.’’—Washington Star 














Fastest Boat in the World 


10 to 32 Miles with 4 to 25 H.P, 





All materials fitted—including hardware, 
BUILDER-AGENTS WANTED 





17-Footer 
$95 


Finished ready 
‘for the motor a " 
Get our prices with motor installed. 
LOWEST-PRICED BOAT in the WORLD 


15-Footer |= > 


$25 


Complete 
K. D. Boat | 


-All materials fitted — including hardware, 
A 14-YEAR-OLD BOY CAN BUILD IT 


























$8 With either inboard or outboard motor 
installed. Free Catalog Showing 100 Boats. 


BROOKS MFG. CO., 7933, Rust Avenue, Saginaw, Mich. 
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Wizard Repeating 
LIQUID PISTOL 


Will stop the most vicious dog (or 
man) without permanent injury. 
Perfectly safe to carry without danger of leakage 
Fires and recharges by pulling the trigger. Loads from any liquid. 
No cartridges required. Over 6 shots in one loading. All dealers, 
or by mail, 500. Rabber-covered Bolster, 0c. With Pistol, 55e. 
order or postage stamps, no coin. ea, N ¥. 
° 


Parker Stearns & Co., 294 Sheffield Ave., Dept. E, Brook 





Money 














Y. 





Passing the Mustard 


Adam and Eve 
What’s a woman? Ask a man, 
What d’you fancy he will say? 
“ Airs and graces, frills and laces, 
Never knows what she wants 
each day!” 
Why, then, gossip, tell me true, 
Why you woo her—as you do. 


Ask a woman: What’s a man? 
What d’you fancy she will say? 
“Swagg’ring, swearing, overbearing, 
\lways wanting to have his way!” 
Say, then, gossip, if you can, 
Why you wed him?—horrid man! 


Gentle sir and sweetest madam, 
Would you know the reason true 

Why today you scorn each other 
And tomorrow bill and coo? 

\sk your parents Eve and Adam, 
They can tell, and—so can you! 


—Paill-Mall Gazette. 


Looked Forward Too—She—lf I'd 
known you’d be such a brute to poor Fido 
I’d never have married you. 

He—The anticipated pleasure of kicking 
that miserable little beast was one of my 
chief reasons for proposing.—Stray Stories. 


Lent—M istress—Goodness, Bridget, where 
is our telephone? 

Bridget—Mrs. Jones sent over, mum, 
askin’ for the use av it, and I sint it over, 
but I had the divil’s own toime gittin’ it 
off the wall, mum.—Toledo Blade. 


Looking Her Best—Business caller 
(looking at photograph)—This is a picture 
of Mrs. Peckington, I suppose? 

Peckington—Yes; that’s her when she 
is—er—getting her picture taken.—Phila- 
delphia Press. 


Better — “Hearing those high-priced 
opera singers on the phonograph is almost 
as good as hearing them on the stage.”’ 

“Better. You can shut them off when- 
ever you like on the phonograph.” —M usical 
America. 


How Could She?—Misiress—Did you 
see if the butcher had pig’s feet? 

Maid—No, ma’am, I couldn’t—he had 
his boots on!—Chicago Herald. 


Thankful—M other (looking through mag- 
azine)—Darling, I see from statistics given 
here that every third baby born in the world 
is a Chinese. 

Father (fondling his first born)—Then 


thank goodness this is our first—New York 
Globe. 


Mistaken In the Locality—‘“In 
heaven,” said the sentimental maiden, “a 
man is never separated from his wife.”’ 

beg your pardon,” interrupted the 
misogynist , “but I think you are getting 
mixed in your geography.”—Richmond 
Times-Dispatch. 


Proud of Him—‘My boy,” said the 
elderly millionaire at the end of the lecture 
on economy, “when I was your age I carried 
water for a gang of section hands.” 

“Tm proud of you, dad,” answered the 


Approved by 
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Health is the Only 
Preparedness 


ISEASE strikes first at the unprepared 

—at those who haven’t been careful 

to maintain a sufficient reserve of 
vitality as protection against the attack of 
sickness. 


Constipation saps your vitality, lowers your 
resistance. By permitting it to continue 


you are indulging in a dangerous form of 
physical unpreparedness. 


Laxatives and cathartics are upsetting and tend 
to form a habit. Frequently they intensify the 
very condition they were meant to cure. 


The use of Nujol as an internal lubricant is 


entirely free from these objections. Nujol 
doesn’t upset the processes of digestion and 
assimilation, because its action is purely mechani- 
cal. It softens the contents of the intestines, oils 
the mucous lining and so encourages normal, 
healthy bowel activity. 
Most druggists carry Nujol, which is sold only in pint 
bottles packed in cartons bearing the Nujol trade- 
mark. if your druggist doesn’t carry Nujol, we will 
send you a pint bottle prepaid to any point in the United 


States on receipt of 75 cents—money order or 
stamps. Address Dept. 13. 


STANDARD OIL COMPANY 


(New Jersey 


Bayonne New Jersey 








HENRY LINDENMEYR & SONS 
PAPER WAREHOUSE 
Nos. 32, 34 and 36 Bleecker Street 
Branch Warehouses: 

20 Beekman Street, New York, and 32 Clinton Street, Newark, N. J. 


WANTED AN IDEA! WHO CAN THINK OF SOME 
simple thing to patent. Protect your ideas, they may bring 
you wealth. Write for “Needed Inventions” and “How to Get 
Your Patent and Your Money.” Randolph & Co,, Patent Attor- 








ALL KINDS OF PAPER MADE TO ORDER 
Look and Wear 


¢ Vattey GEMS like Diamonds 


)} Are being worn by the wealthiest people 
everywhere.Stand acid and fire diamond 
test. So hard they scratch a file and cut 
glass. Brilliancy pate = twenty-five 
: va, Will send you these wonderful gems in 
any style, 14 K, solid = , regular diamond mountings 
—by express—charges prepaid, so you can see and wear them 
before you buy them. Wrilejor big illustrated catalog and Free TrialOffer 


WHITE VALLEY GEM CO., 819 Wulsin Bidg., Indianapolis, Indian» 














neys, Dept. 129, Washington, D. C. 

aA A Cigar Holder that takes Pictures. Roll a 
ps v4 blank in holder, smoke a cigar, and you have 
ye tiful woman. Holder with Blanks for 
| Wr rt, making 6 rare pictures, ey Extra blanks, 


WIZARD CIGAR HOLDER, 10c 
a picture of a ‘dashing ballet girl or a beau- 
Scts, per doz. 
= | 8 i EXCELSIOR NOV. CO. 
Desk C, Mt. Vernon, N.Y. 
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}UXPERIENCED men, whether 
indulging in the hunt for game 
or other out-door sports, realize 
the benefits of good, invigorating 


Old Overholt Rye 


“Same for 100 years” 
Chosen by thousands of 
sport lovers who appreciate 
its strengthening qualities 
and its value for emergencies, 
A. OVERHOLT & CO, 
Pittsburgh, Pa. 
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You 
wouldn't 
dare do 
this with 
Benzine, 
Naphtha or 


Gasoline 


\ 
: ’ 
or Safety’s Sake—Demand 
4 ARBQNA | 
Cleaning Fluid — 
FRRemoves Grease Spots Instantly 
Qteans all materials without injury to fabric or color. Silk 
Satin, Lace, Wool, Cashmere, Cotton, Velour, Felt, Velvet, | 


Madras, Net, Lisie, Flannel, Serge, Gauze, Chiffon. 
White Kid Gloves Coats, Cloaks Roth Uppers 
rs 





Sik and Satin Slippers Neckties un 
Neckwear Coat Collars Blankets 
Feathers Furniture Covers Veils 
Dresges Portieres Hosiery | 
Parasols Tapestries Lingerie 
Wraps Rugs Jabots 

Carpets Typewriters | 


Piano Keys 
1 Size Bottles. 


NX @4 
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WILL MEND THAT VASE 


Auto-Apparel | 
All Drug Stores 


nn 


£5C, 25C, 50C, 


is 








. , . 
Romeike’s Press Cutting Bureau 
will seed you all newspaper clippings which may appear about you, your | 
feleeds, of any subject on which you may want to be “up to date." Ever, 
@ewspaper and periodical of importance in the United States and Europe is 
searched. Terms, $5.00 for 100 notices. 
HENRY ROMEIKE, 106-110 Seventh Avenue 


NEW YORK | 


gilded youth. “If it hadn’t been for your 
pluck and perseverance I might have. had 
to do something of the sort myself.”— 
Buffalo Courier. 

Differentiation—‘ Well, landlord, how’s 
business nowadays?”’ 

“Oh, purty good, purty good. Had a 
whole passel o’ people register yistedday. 
They was five gentlemen, three ladies, and 
four musicians.” —M usical America. 


Candor—He—You used to say there was 
something about me you liked. 

She—Yes; but you’ve spent it all now. 
Philadelphia Evening Ledger. 


Misnomer—S/e—I hear that you skated 
into an air-hole the other day. 

He—That’s what they call it, but I found 
it full of water.—Boston Transcript. 


“If they enforce the Anti-Trust law, 
I’m ruined,” sighed the Perpetual Borrower. 
Ji sler. 


Bright Kid—Auwuntie—Well, Tommy, 
what have you learned in school to-day? 

Tommy—How to whisper without moving 
the lips.—Chicago Herald. 


Resourceful 
housekeeper?”’ 
“Oh, wonderful, mother! She can heat 
coffee perfectly with an electric curling iron.” 
Kansas City Journal. 


“And is your wife a good 


His Opportunity—Mrs. Yeust—Dear, 
you were talking in your sleep last night 
Mr. Yeast—Well, I’ve got to talk some 


time, haven’t 1?—Yonkers Statesman. 
Violent—‘ Was her father violent when 
you asked him for her hand?” 


“Was he? Great guns! I thought he'd 
shake my hand off.”—Town Topics 
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SUBSCRIPTION RATES 


One year, 52 numbers - - - - = 85.00 
Six months, or 26 numbers - - - 2.50 
Thirteen weeks - 1.25 


Payable in advance or by draft on New York, or by express 
or postal order 

The contents of JUDGE are protected by copyright 

in both the United States and Great Britain. 

If JUDGE cannot be found at any newsstand, the pub- 
lishers will be under obligations if that fact be promptly 
reported on postal card or by letter 

BACK NUMBERS: Present year, 10 cents per copy; 
1915, 10 cents; 1914, 20 cents, etc. 

Postage free in the United States, its dependencies, and 
Mexico. To Canadian Provinces add 50 cents a year for 
postage; to all foreign countries add $1.00 a year. 

ns 
WESTERN ADVERTISING OFFICE 
Marquette Building - Chicago, Illinois 
NEW ENGLAND ADVERTISING OFFICE 


Tremont Building ~- Boston 


No one on earth can mix two 
cocktails equally well by guess- 
work. The whole charm of a 
cocktail is in the smoothness 
that comes from accurate blend- 
ing and aging. 

That is why Club Cocktails are 
always fine and smooth—mixed 
to measure—of the best liquors 


—then aged in wood. 


Get your favorite kind at your 
dealer's. 








G. F. HEUBLEIN & BROTHER 
New York Hartford London 














That’s what 


you need 














Once a Flanders Guest, Always One 


HOTEL FLANDERS 


47th Street, Just Off Broadway 
NEW YORK 


A Fireproof Hotel, with Every Modern Improvement 


300 Rooms Every Room with Bath 
$1.50 per Day Upward 


This hotel is situated in the most ideal sec- 
tion of the city, surrounded by leading shops, 
department stores and theatres. Exceptional 
orchestra. A booklet gladly sent on application. 








HORACE R. SHARES, Prop. _| 








Free Trial 
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tect furs, woolens a f 
moths, mice,dust and damp. Finest 
irthday, wedding or graduath 


15 days’ free trial. Factor 
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rrices. Write for 56 page catalog. Postpaid free. W rite todee 
PIEDMONT RED CEDAR CHEST CO., Dept. 97, Statesville, Ne 
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bling Vitality of Youth 


Startling Free Book “Conscious Evolution’’ 


Tells How— Mail the Coupon 


OW many 
the wonderful 


times have you 
vitality — the 
energy 


What is there in life that you couldn’t accom- 
plish if you had the enthusiasm, optimism and 
physical ‘‘pep’’ that were yours when a youngster ? 

Not one person in a hundred maintains their 
youthful energy beyond the twentieth year—from 
then on they go down hill, until at thirty most of 
us are only half alive—only fifty per cent. efficient. 
Yet any man or woman who has nothing organic- 
ally wrong can, through Conscious Evolution, 
quickly get back the bodily and mental health 


they had when a child. 


To realize what that means, just look back to 
your acheless, painless childhood days, when you 
didn’t even know that you had any “insides’’— 
-when you 
were on the jump from early morning till night, 
putting every ounce of enthusiasm you possessed 
-when you knew no such 
thing as fear or discouragement—when your mind 


when everything you tackled was fun 


into everything you did 


Was as nimble as your feet 


Just imagine, if you can, what a return of such 
wonderful health would mean to you in your busi- 
‘in your social life. 


ness—in your home 


longed for 
boundless 
-the perfect health of youth? 


the thousands have trebled their incomes—un- 
earthed a new kind of happiness and become ten 
times more successful in every way through the 
wonderful health—physical and mental—acquired 
through Conscious Evolution, all of which is ex- 
plained in the free book—mail the coupon. 


The Cells Are What Count 


The body, as you know, is composed of billions of cells. 
When we are young and lead an outdoor life, these cells all 
do their duty. As we grow to manhoood and womanhood 
and our method of living changes, the cells become weak and 
inactive, in some cases totally dead. They haven't the power 
to run the human machine as nature intended. A return 
to the wonderful health of youth can only be brought about 
by rejuvenating the cells. This is what Alois P. Swoboda 
does through Conscious Evolution, as explained in his free 
book. Send for it 


A Sensational Discovery 


Since announcing his wonderful discovery, Swoboda has 
proved in thousands and thousands of cases that by his simple 
and natural method of recovering and increasing the forces 
and capacity of every cell, tissue, fibre and organ, anyone can 
become a youngster in health and energy—literally doubling 
his present efficiency, nerve power and health power. Men 
and women in all parts of the earth testify as to how Swoboda 
has given them a keener brain, a more superb energetic body, 
stronger muscles, a more vigorous heart, a healthier stomach, 
more active bowels, a better liver and perfect kidneys. He 
has times without number shown how to overcome general 
debility, listlessness, lack of ambition, lack of vitality, how 
to revitalize, regenerate and restore every part of the body 
to its normal state. In fact, Swoboda seems to have dis- 
covered the fountain of perpetual youth as you will surely 
agree after reading his remarkable free book. 


Men by 


A Remarkable Personality 


Swoboda is not the only perfect example of the Swoboda 
System. He fairly radiates vitality, his whole being pulsat- 
ing with unusual life and energy, and his mind is even more 
alert and active than his body; he is tireless. Visit him, 
talk with him and you are impressed with the fact that you 
are in the presence of a remarkable personality, a superior 
product of the Swoboda System of body and personality 
building. Swoboda embodies in his own super-developed 
person and in his pupils the best proof of the correctness of 
his theories and of the success of his methods. 

Alois P. Swoboda has, for twenty years, been teaching 
people how to be really Alive—how to & advantage of every 
moment of life, of every opportunity to better themselves. 
His system is more than a personal advantage, more than 
personal gain, it is truly a gift to humanity, for it enables 
men and women to enjoy life to the full. 


Startling Book—-FREE 


If you think you are totally well, if you feel only a little 
below par, if you have resigned yourself to your fate after 
many years’ suffering and many experiences with medicines, 
then by all means let Swoboda send you his new copyrighted 
book on health, strength and efficiency. Read what his 
system is, what it has already accomplished. You will be 
intensely interested in every page, in every sentence, in 
every word. 

Tear out the coupon on this page, write your name and 
address on it or write a letter or even a postal card and mail 
to Alois P. Swoboda, 1922 Aeolian Bldg., New York. Even 
if you gain but one suggestion out of the 60 pages in Swoboda's 
book, you will have Ween repaid a thousandfold for having 
read it. By all means do not delay, do not say, “I'll do it 
later,” but send the coupon or a letter or postal now, 
while the matter is on your mind. Remember, the 7 
book is absolutely free—there is no charge or obli- é 
gation now or later. Write now. 2 

4 





Read What 


“Conscious Evolution has done all for me that 
‘U promised and I am simply radiating good health 
can hardly believe 1t myself, it has made such 
& gteat change in me I am in better condition 
then I have been for twenty years and am chuck 
ull of energy and ambition. Tasks that were a 
to me in the past are now easy and a pleas 

bin have no money to burn or throw to the 
inds, but if you were to offer me one thousand 
I in good hari cash and put me back where 
‘Nee before beginning your system, I would say, 
. ng doing.’ [I enjoy the work you have 
mapped out for me and am impatient to get at it.” 
if I shall be sixty-six years old next August, and 
Hoot were to see me right now you would say, 
ory,” and, as a fact, I am better, stronger, and 
Tha More energy than the average man at forty 
we only you and your system to thank for these 
things, and 1 want to thank you from the very 


People Say About Swoboda .~” 


bottom of a grateful heart for what you have done 
for me I am a man now in every sense of the 
word, whereas I was only a fraction of a man and 
a small fraction before profiting through Conscious 
Evolution.” . 

“I feel that I must express once more my sin- 


whole 
thankful. 


the day that I ever heard of you. 
lot about your Conscio.s Evolution, I 

There is no better value on God's earth 

than what you offer, and anyone who doubts your 

statements must be indeed more than skeptical. I 7 

would consider it an honor to have you use 





Please send 
me your free 
copyrighted book, 


I could write you a 
1 so “cn . “ o 
? Conscious Evolution. 


cerest and warmest appreciation, of the benefit you my letters in every way you think fit. PEGG Vices os ccc eta dece ena 
have given me. Had anyone told mé that I could “One year ago I was an old man of forty; y 4 

possess such fine quality of body and such develop- today I am a youth at forty-one."’ 

ment as I do at present, after nine weeks of Con- 7 PRI «ov: 0:3 ta dsbes ean ovieu dell 
scious Evolution, I would have said that they were These are but a few of the heartfelt PA 

raving mad. You have proved beyond the shadow words of sincere appreciation sent to 

of a doubt that you can do everything you say; Swoboda by his grateful pupils. City eee ee 
in fact, I believe you really do more than you prom- To print all the nose 4 c 


ise. Results have been so startling in my case received would fill a 
that I feel that I have been born again. At the 
time of writing I feel full of life, energy and ambi- 
tion. My body has assumed a most ful 
shape of which I am more than proud and thank 


Mail this Coupon N 


a thousand or more pager. 
for wonderful Free 
Book. ¥ 


4 
¢ Mail to ALOIS P. SWOBODA 


1922 Aeolian Building New York City 
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VERYBODY joins in when the Columbia Grafonola plays the big 
song hits of the day. 
But the latest “hits,” first recorded and best recorded on Columbia 
Double-Disc Records, are only an indication, a foretaste of the life, the 
fun, the sentiment, the classic beauty offered in the complete cata- 
logue of Columbia Records, free on request at your dealer's. 


New Columbia Records on Sale the 20th of every month 





